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Journal 
Veronica Sipe 


To mar 

that first empty 
page 

is always 

to write the 

first 

words read 

upon opening the 
book. 


Sunflower 
Rochelle Martin 


The Story with No Nude Women 
Melissa Mason 


I’m that girl from those Hollywood movies. No, not that popular-pretty-girl, that 
everyone loves, and not that geeky-nerdy-shy-girl which receives a huge makeover and 
becomes that popular-pretty-girl. 


No. I am the girl that can be seen standing near that popular-pretty-girl. I’m 
disposable, dispensable. If you listen carefully, you might catch my name. I am not 
quite an extra but only if I’m lucky, will I get my name in the credits. My part, my role 
is to say a few cliché, stereotypical lines and then exit. Stage left, stage right, you name 
it, am an expert. In this movie, as the plot begins to develop, the popular-pretty-girl 
meets her perfect-one-and-only-true-love. Depending on the script, I may or may not 
give some good advice to the popular-pretty-girl. If I do, she doesn’t follow it anyway. 
Then I leave. The popular-pretty-girl goes on romantic boat rides with her perfect-one- 
and-only-true-love, she eats ice cream with her perfect-one-and-only-true-love, she 
strolls through the park with her perfect-one-and-only-true-love and while she’s at it, 
she is solving world hunger with her perfect-one-and-only-true-love because she is so 
popular and she is so pretty and she is the happiest girl alive because she has found her 
perfect-one-and-only-true-love. Gag me, please. 


Then, like most movies, the movie must change moods. Some bad things must 
happen and hearts will break. The plot thickens, a problem arises and the conflict 
occurs. As it so turns out, her perfect-one-and-only-true-love isn’t so perfect anymore. 
She’s crushed. Her popularity and beauty cannot hide her anymore from the harsh truth 
of the world. Now, it’s my turn, finally. My big defining moment is in a two minute 
scene. My monologue is nothing more than a pep talk, a comfort to her aching heart. 
Like a good friend, I help her through the dark hour, but as she resurfaces I fade into the 
background, only to be seen, not heard. 


Now it’s about time to end this movie. It needs a resolution. The popular-pretty- 
girl’s not-so-perfect-one-and-only-true-love suddenly repents. Realizing he is a fool he 
runs to her and falls to knees. He begs and begs, a sappy love speech not even a mother 
could love, but somehow, it seems to work. The popular-pretty-girl and her once-again- 
perfect-one-and-only-true-love reunite in a full embrace of never ending love. They are 
now the perfect couple and I disappear forever. 


I don’t compete but I still lose. 


I See You 
Ashley Fender 


I see him 

In a way I believe, most pretend they are blind to 
A smile, a laugh 

And you’re fine 

But under the cover, I see 

What’s invisible to the naked eye 
Friend, 

Can you tell me? 

Oh, where did that bruise come from? 
Oh, what took fury to come undone? 
But I see #8 

I see the silence holds the answer Emily Cirullo 
The tears in your eyes show me you care 

The bruise on my face, you’re just scared 

It’s not hard at all to see 

Happiness is your own trickery 

I see you 

I know what you’re trying to fake 

What you’re trying to get 

What you hope to forget 

Oh friend, 

Break his mirror 

Nothing but yourself will get you truth 

Besides pity 

From a girl who sees you 


What I See 
Brittany Paul 


When I close my eyes 

I see your face, 

Every detail every outline every flaw. 

I see your struggles and your heartache, 
The broken promises and disappointments 
I see how life has treated you, 

How it has been unfair and unforgiving 

I see the ridicule you have received, 

The misjudgments and wary looks. 

I see someone who has been broken so many times that they don’t know 
If it’s even worth being put back together again. 

I am the only one who truly sees. 

When I open my eyes 

And see you there in front of me, 

I am breathless I am awestruck. 

I see your eyes that are your soul, 

So deep and yet so scared 

I see your potential and your worth, 

Able to accomplish more than you have been deemed 

I see how you have fought every day of your life to prove yourself, 

But you don’t have to prove yourself to me. 

I have always believed and never doubted 

Always supported and never judged 

Always cared and never forgotten. 

I see someone who has been broken so many times that they don’t know 
If it’s even worth being put back together again. 

And I’m telling you 

It’s worth it. 

Because I am the only one who truly sees. 


World and the Universe 
Tory Schendel 


A Round Town 
Mariah Hutcherson 


Crabapple Tree 
Janell Kelsaw 


Spring is sprung, 

All the flowers have blossomed. 
In the daylight they glisten, 

At night I listen to them grow. 


In the trees of the crabapples are still. 
Not a slight breeze makes them tilt. 
They will not wilt. 


But as they change from white to pink; 
They fall, they slowly shrink. 

When they hit the ground, 

Spring has come around. 


You Can Hear the Waves 
Taryn Smits 


A Dim, Cluttered Place 
Veronica Sipe 


A dim, cluttered place 

is insulated and warm. 

A cocoon (or chrysalis, 

as we were taught) against 
the world outside, in which 
one may change themselves, 
make ready for things. 


For some, life is too small 
and empty, and to them their 
orderly brightness. For 
others, the world is huge 
and busy, and and needs to 
be shrunken every 

now and then. 


Oleander 
Alexandra Sitts-Barkdull 


I learn my lessons hard, but I regret nothing. My flaws and mistakes bloom into wisdom. 
I am an Oleander. My flaming red petals reach high. I shine in the afternoon sun. 
Beautiful. Dangerous. Strong and Proud. My petals can’t yet reach the sun, but I still 

try. Many fear me, but the few who risk the fate of my poison feel no regret. The stones 
beneath me support me with love that I greatly give back. I shine in the morning sun, 

the dew on my petals casts radiant rainbows. Although my petals wither every winter, 
next spring, I bloom stronger and more beautiful than before. My petals will scream 
power and love more than they do now. I am strong and I will never quit until I reach the 
sparkling sun above me, just out of my reach. 


Oblivion Melissa Gillespie 


The Dance 
Melissa Mason 


You feel like air. 

Your body escalates. 

Senses tingle and your mind reels. 

Your back arcs. 

Your toes point. 

You flow ceaseless to a tune only you can hear. 
Your arms, full of grace and beauty, sway and glide. 
It’s a ballet of the soul. 

You smile. 

You laugh. 

You inhale the essence of creation. 


= 


Your legs bound. 

Your head flies back. 

You are exposed to the open sky. 
All heaven watches you dance the dance meant for you. 


While you waltz to your heart song, the world stops. 
[t slows to nothing. 

Oblivion appears. 

You escape. 

You are liberated. 

ree. 

Free from the world of lights and sound. 

You are lighter than air. 

Thinner than a whisper. 


You break through any confusion. 
Your mind is clear. 


Alli is beauty and peace. 
All is good and pure. 
\ rest in the most still and quiet part of your heart. 


: 
You close your eyes 


And dance. 


You come out of the mist, and you see the everlasting light. 


Umbrella Beach 
Taryn Smits 


Jump 
Mariah Hutcherson 


TransLucy 
Dylan L. Mays 


The Sun’s soft light shone through the curtains out of Lucy’s bedroom window. 
Lucy yawned as the small twinkling of light woke her. She cracked open her eyes to 
slits, attempted a stretch, and a wayward glance in the direction of her clock. It read 7:45. 
Lucy thought with alarm, eyes gaping wide in terror, She clumsily scrambled out of bed, 
tripping several times over stacks of Sports Illustrated and assorted equipment, making 
a hasty retreat for the bathroom. She stopped when she saw her own reflection. Her skin 
was pale as snow, and she appeared to be wearing the same tattered hiking gear as the day 
before! Lucy couldn’t, for the life of her, think of what happened yesterday. she thought 
and shrugged off her image. She combed her wildly curly brown hair, splashed cold water 
on her face and brushed her teeth methodically before snatching her backpack, and heading 
to the kitchen for breakfast, noticing along the way, her parents cuddled up on the couch in 
the living room. 

It was a gorgeous October morning. The Sun shined victoriously in the pale blue 
sky, with newly planted saplings of her duplex were swaying in the cool breeze, birds 
chirping from the telephone poles overhead, and mangy-looking squirrels were scattering 
ever which way when Lucy stepped outside. She took a big gulp of air, exhaling it out in 
pleasure. Nothing made her day more than a morning quite like this. She decided to venture 
into the thicket of trees, across from her house, to get to the bus faster. The tall deciduous 
trees gave the forest a spooky atmosphere, with their huge shadows covering the forest 
floor. Small scrub bushes and monumental boulders scattered the grove. These mammoth 
stones begged for Lucy to climb them, which she often did in her free time, but today 
were ignored as she rushed through. She saw the bus by the time she was out, it had taken 
her a good twenty minutes to cross the grove, and she ran to the back of the line in which 
students waited. She let out a sigh of relief. No one seemed to notice her as she approached, 
not even the bus driver, who, after the student in front of her boarded, nearly closed the bus 
door. She stumbled inward, taking an empty seat in the front. 

Her school day was of no particular importance. She had difficulties treading the 


hall, meandering into an empty seat, and sitting in silence, which was the fashion she was 
accustomed to. Lucy never really had friends, her life had always been too fast paced, 
whether it was moving every year or the constant activities she scheduled herself in, she 
never had the free time to make friends. So, it was normal when nobody talked to her 
today. In fact, they didn’t even go so far as to look at her. This treated Lucy fine, she did 
after all look very pale and was still wearing her hiking gear from the previous day. By 
the end of the day, she was grateful to get on the bus once again. The weather, meanwhile, 
had turned worse, the cool breeze beginning to turn frigid and harsh. Lucy began to think 
that this may well be the onset of some upcoming storm. It was about four 0’ clock when 
she passed through the grove again, but noticed this time that a short red rope was hanging 
from one of the larger cliff hangings over to her right. It was just dangling there. Did I 
leave that there yesterday? Lucy deliberated, No, lots of people climb these cliffs, it musta 
been one of them. She wandered the forest for a few more minutes before heading home. 

She worked on her science project that night, gluing construction paper onto a poster 
board and occasionally glancing at the television, which was turned to a news channel, in 
front of her. Of their many stories, she kept hearing one common reoccurrence, “Young 
parents in Fort Wayne have reported their missing child this morning, claiming that she 
may have been kidnapped...or worse. If you have any information regarding a missing 
child, please feel free to call News Channel 5...” the reporter then went on to talk about 
a new school policy that enforces the importance of parents at their children’s bus stop. It 
made Lucy shiver in fright. Times like this, she often wished her parents didn’t work so 
late every day. 

The next day was Thursday, and Lucy only wished for the weekend, the two 
days of the week in which her parents and she could finally be together. This time, she 
made sure to wake up early enough to dress out of her hiking gear, and into some more 
suitable clothes, a long-sleeved t-shirt and jeans. When she went to brush her teeth, she 
was shocked at what she saw in the mirror: it was a figure of which she has never laid 
eyes upon. Yet, it was unfamiliarly strange. It was her, but it was paler than before, if 
that was possible. Her skin had become the color of skim milk, being very white and 
nearly translucent. Her hair had gained and unusual sheen, a brilliant shine despite the 
unlit bathroom she was in. Her cheeks were the only part of her that had any color, which 
were only a bit rosy. She considered her features carefully. She had a slender nose, thin 
lips and almond-shaped eyes. They were normally green, but in her given situation, they 
appeared to be glazed over. She touched her forehead with her hands, she felt normal, at 
least temperature’s sake. Am I coming down with something? I mean, I feel fine... right? 
She drank the recommended dose of flu medicine anyway, better to be safe than sorry. She 
decided that because she still felt alright, she’d go to school. She couldn’t afford to miss 
any more work. She dressed in extra heavy clothing, not only to hide her pale complexion, 
but to keep warm, by wearing a sweatshirt, jacket, and gloves. In the kitchen she found 
a sticky note stuck to a twenty dollar bill on the table. Scribbled on the note with tear- 
stained blotches: 9 


Dear Lucy, 

If you’re reading this then I know you’re still alive. I dont know where you've gone 
or why, but just know that I love you. I dont know what kind of trouble you may be in or 
why you’ve even run away, but I understand that you did. Your father and I have always had 
trouble keeping the same jobs, and I know that’s been hard on you, but please realize it’ all 
been for you. If you need money, here’s a $20 bill. Just remember we love you so much, I 
know you'll come back to us when you feel more comfortable. 


Love, 
Mom 


Lucy deliberated the note carefully while riding the bus to school. Once again, the bus 
driver had nearly shut the door on her, however, Lucy was just too distracted to notice this 
time. It was immediately after entering the school that Lucy noticed something strange. Her 
locker’s flowery print decorations were ripped off, and discarded in the trashcan down the 
hall. The lock on the locker must have been changed too, as her usual combination did not 
work. And although the students did not normally converse with her, she noticed they were 
particularly ignorant today. In homeroom, she attempted to ask the young boy that sits by 
her whether or not he got the answer to a homework problem she had been working on. He 
did not even face her. In first period, the teacher did not pass her a paper; he merely skipped 
her desk. And even when she raised her hand to request one, he simply did not call on her. 
Did I do something wrong...? In second period, she attempted a raised hand once again, 
only to be denied for over ten minutes. When her arm finally got tired of being raised, she 
just stood up yelling, ““What do all you guys have against me?” She was met by no blank 
stares, no evil glares, nor quirky remarks. In fact, the teacher never stuttered in his lecture 
to the class. It was as if they didn’t notice her. What is with these people? She waved her 
arms about, in the teacher’s face, in the front of the class, “What the hell is going on here?” 
she screamed, “Why don’t you notice me!” Storming out of the room, she attempted to flip 
over a desk, in blind frustration, only for her hands to slip right through it. She lurched, 
staring blankly at her covered hands. She promptly tore off the gloves she had been wearing, 
revealing nothing behind them. It appeared that her long sleeves ended abruptly at the cuff. 
She ripped up her sleeves, observing nothing...an invisible arm. What's happened to me? 
“Does anyone see me?” Lucy screamed, “Why don’t you see me!” 

Lucy ran home that day. After receiving no attention from either student or staff at 
school, she started thinking it was as if they couldn’t see her. After all, she couldn’t see her 
own limbs beneath the clothes she wore. It was a full ten miles back home. No cars honked 
at her, no pedestrian offered to help the poor emotion-ridden invisible girl. By the end of the 
run, Lucy was gasping for breath, with silent tears streaming down her unseen cheeks. She 
stopped when she came upon the grove. Wind whipped the trees and grasses, the powerful 
gusts being fueled by the storm overhead. Great, dark billowing clouds in the sky drove 
waves of showering rain below. The muddy ground left no footprints as Lucy staggered 
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into the forest. It all started to feel like a dream to her; the environment so surreal, and 
her actions so scripted, she felt as if she’d done this all before. Voices echoed from deep 
within the wood, some familiar, others not so. It compelled her onward. Her feet ached, 
and she felt unbearably tired, as if she had suddenly felt all her life’s weariness in one 
second. With each step an individual battle, she slowly made her way inside. Part of her 
wished she could turn back now, go back to the way her life had been before. The other 
part of her wanted to see this through to the end. Her heels kicked back progressively 
more with each step, her stride becoming more like she was wading through deep water 
than actually walking in the forest. Each step more difficult than the last, she felt the great 
urge to leave the Earth entirely. 

And she did. With each challenging step, her soles touched less and less of the 
ground until they hovered a couple inches from it. She no longer walked through the 
forest. She levitated through it abysmally. 

The voices came from a large group deep within. Lucy spotted them after floating 
around aimlessly. It was at least fifty people, all wearing heavy raincoats, wielding 
flashlights or first-aid kits. A search party. They were huddled around a pair in the middle: 
an estranged young woman and a tall, stately man holding a loudspeaker. Lucy recognized 
the pair as her parents. 

“Td like to start by thanking you all for coming,” her father spoke through the 
amplifier, “I’m sure with this many people we are sure to find her.” Her mother gasped, 
tightly clutching her husband’s arm for support. Lucy’s father spoke again, “Now we all 
know what she looks like, yes? She was last seen in this area, so let’s all try and find her!” 
He was met be a few pats on the back and whispered condolences. Lucy couldn’t believe 
her ears. Why were they looking for her when she was right in front of them? The group 
dispersed, leaving her parents standing alone, Lucy hovering mutely in front of the, She 
attempted to place a hand on her mother’s shoulder, but it passed right through. Lucy held 
her nonexistent sides for comfort. 

Some time later, her name was suddenly barked by a member of the search party 
in the distance, “I’ve found Lucy!” Her ears perked up in astonishment. Both her parents 
faced each other and kept a long gaze before heading towards the growing clamor, still 
holding each other. Lucy followed them. 

There was already a crowd when they got to the vast rock formation. It had been the 
same rock formation Lucy spotted the red rope hanging off of. Her parents pushed through 
the throng fervently, while Lucy drifted through them. Each had a different reaction 
when they discovered the body. Her father merely shook his head somberly. Her mother 
instantly burst into tears. Lucy just stared. She was plainly seeing herself. Not quite an 
identical likeness, nevertheless, herself. Her body was wearing the tattered hiking gear she 
remembered so well. Her limbs were limp, her skin pale and clammy. An upsetting gash 
lodged her face in two. However, the blood had long since washed away in the heavy rain. 
Her posture was almost peaceful, calm even. Her hands were folded delicately behind her 
head, her body on its right side. Eyes shut and lips pursed, it almost looked like she was 
sleeping. A squat young man, donned in uniform, pushed through the pair, examining her i¢ 


body carefully. He lifted her shirt cautiously and inserted something into her side. 

“Liver temperature at twenty degrees Fahrenheit,” he spoke firmly, “I’d say she’s been 
dead for a little over two days.” He stood and faced the parents. “I’m sorry for your loss.” 

Lucy’s mother sobbed uncontrollably, digging her face in her husband’s shirt. Her 
father shook his head once again. The rain continued to pour, and nothing except the pitter- 
patter of drops on the rocks and her mother’s sobbing could be heard for a while. Lucy 
was utterly shaken. She was looking at herself, a reflection, lying dead on these rocks. Her 
mind flooded with emotions: guilt, fear, anger, denial, anxiety. How is this possible? She 
questioned over and over. How...? She began to wish that someone could see her right 
now, anyone. Lucy’s mother continued to cry, her knees giving out on her, she slid onto the 
swamped land. Her father stood idle. 

Every sensation Lucy experienced was nothing compared to the love for her mother, 
and desire to console her. She only wished to be allowed to hug her mother, to tell her that 
she was alive... somewhat. She slowly leaned forward. Being positioned behind her sobbing 
mother’s figure, with arms wide open in an attempt to grasp her. Her feet still did not touch 
the ground so she tried leaning as far forward as she could to hold her mother... but she 
suddenly started falling forward. Being too far to be able to lean back, she progressively fell 
further down. Lucy was terrified. And shrieked in horror, “Nooo!” Lucy drifted more and ore 
towards her mother, passing through her, and straight into the Earth. She never got to see her 
mother’s head tilt up, and her soft spoken words, “Lucy, dear, is that you?” 

The pitch blackness of the Earth’s interior embraced the dejected ghost-girl with open 
arms. Her limbs, spread, felt no wind as her conscience continued to plummet into darkness. 
In here, she felt at home, her mind slowly wandering between her thoughts and feelings. She 
began to ponder how she got to 
this strange place, and in doing so, triggered 
her brain’s most pinnacle and feral of 
contractions. Her life flashed in scenes before 
her eyes. Some good, some bad, but all 
cherished memories from her past life. Her first 
bashful day of school, the first time she learned 
to ride a bicycle, her first love, her first move... 
and second and third. They burst into her vision, 
blinding her with faces and images. Tears no 
longer flowing down her cheeks, her eyes closed 
silently, and a wide grin broke on her face. She no 
longer felt desolation in death, rather a peace and 
calm in the most primitive of fears: death. She was 
ready. Her spirit faded gradually into the shadows 
of the void, leaving no trace behind. The girl, 
known simply as Lucy, finally ceased to exist on 
the slow-turning blue-green planet. 
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Fading Hearts 
Kailee Blaettner 


Looking left, looking right 
Is there an escape? 
Colors drip from the walls 
This room will soon be blank 


Gnawing, biting, kicking, scratching 


I will not give up this fight 
The cracks grow bigger everyday 
Will they ever stop? 


One day I saw a window form 
For once | let the outside in 


But then my window turned to black 


And became one giant hole 


I wanted you to save me 
I prayed that you would come 
Puddles form around my feet 
There’s no where for me to run 


The floor creaks each time I move 
The ceiling might cave in 
I scream but no one hears me 
Please let this nightmare end 


You told me that you loved me 
You kept my colors bright 
You said you’d never leave me 
You made things seem so right 


But now I finally realize 
Now I know the truth 
The world is one big fading heart 
Slowly turning things to gray 


Looking left, looking right 
Is there an escape? 
Colors drip from the walls 
This room will soon be blank 


Watercolor Still Life 
Melissa Gillespie 
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Incandescence 
Rochelle Martin 


My father bows his head in prayer. 
Gasoline drips on my face, honey smooth and sticky 
My skin and bones a living pyre. 


It beads on my down-turned face, pours 
Over pudgy hands, slathered on my face and the crumbs as 
He mouths the words of a prayer. 


Calloused hands massage it into my blonde hair, 
Trails of amber stain my skin, and coat my eyelashes, 
My skin and bones a living pyre. 


My father paws through the drawer, 
Holds aloft a 32 count Diamond strike on box 
He lifts his eyes to the sky in prayer. 


How could he? His flesh and blood, a fair 
Sacrifice to follow in the footsteps of his god, instead of a cross, 
My skin and bones a living pyre. 


The match ignites, touches my stubbed toe, flares 

Up my leg, sears my chest, my pajamas, flames lick my face, I scream as 
He watches the smoke rise in a prayer, 

My skin melts, and my bones roast, a living pyre. 
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I Miss Them 
Taryn Smits 


I’m a star 

A beautiful bright shining star 

I project light and colors into the universe 
There’re stars everywhere 

They are beautiful too 

We laugh and play and light up the night sky 
I love them 

Suddenly it’s dark 

I scream and no one Is there 

I whisper and no one is there 

Seeing the Light I’m alone 

Aikaterini Makridakis Where are you? 

My light is dimmer without the other stars 
I am stunted 

I miss them 

Someone has boxed me up 

I’m in the corner of the universe alone 

I yell for help, I want to go back, I want to shine 
No one comes 

I lay and wait for days, for years, forever 
Someone opens my box to save me 

It’s a star 

They’ve come! 

They look down on my face 

They smile and remind me how I’m radiant 
I shine brighter 

Then they laugh 

And close my box 

It’s a joke a cruel joke 

My light goes out 

I’m a rock 
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Untitled 
Dirk Pattison 


All I ever wanted is to be part of your heart 

And for us to be together, to never be apart 

No one else in this world can even compare 
You’re so perfect and so is this love that we share 
We have so much more than I ever thought we would 
I love you more than I ever thought I could 

I promise to give you all I have to give 

I'll do anything for you as long as I live 

In your eyes I see our present, future and past 

By the way you look at me I know we will last 

I hope that one day you’ll come to realize 

How perfect you are when seen through my eyes 


Untitled 
Ashley Fender 


A storm has been brewing 
Under the surface 

Of a sun-shining day 
Pouncing on the clouds 
Covering with grey 

A gurgling God 

Comes from the heavens 
Striking many 

With its flashing sword 
Killing, destroying, roaring 
Across a blackened sky _ 
The tears pour forcefully 
Splattering the ground 
Until clouds decide to part 
And rays of sunshine 

Lick the sky 

Forming 

A sliver of hope 

On this sun-shining day 


16 Cali Tory Schendel _ 


ove Lost 
3rittaney Houshoulder 


Love comes sweeping, 
encircling me ever so softly. 
t blinds me, blinds me, 
aithfulness I gave no other. 


sorrow slams into me, 
ears fall, pain shatters, 
ny heart in pieces. 


Viemories flood, 

ny eyes close. 

[he sun continues its journey, 
tars twinkle and dance. 


No one stops, 

ife goes on, 

your absence, forever a 
yresence. 

‘lowers I hold 

all from my hands. 


Look Mah, No Hands! 
Tessa Brumbeloe 


‘ast forward, 

he way life seems, 

lay, night, all the same. 
[ime never ceases, 

ut never forgotten, 
you are. 


1s) 


You 
Melissa Mason 


I am Upset: 

You listen 

You wait 

You hug 

You soothe 

You coax 

You make me forget why 


I am Happy: 
You joke 
You laugh 
You smile 
You tease 


You kiss 
You distract me from time 


I am late: 

You poke 

You prod 

You nudge 

You push 

You force 

You kiss me good night 


I am home: 

Pix 

I write 

I dream 

I wish 

I hope 

I yearn for the next time. 
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My Dreams Begin to Peel 
Rochelle Martin 


Puppy Love 
Joe Leatherman 


THE ONLY GIRL THAT I LOVE, the only gir/ in my life is pulling out of the driveway. I am obli- 
vous to both her destination and her intentions. In all Honesty I am unaware if she will even return to me. | 
watch her as she leaves me from the front window, so close and so concerned, fog begins to form on the glass. 
5ix more feet she’ll be out of the driveway and I already miss her dearly. Time becomes irrelevant. The only 
hing that is evident is her abscence. I’m lost in a daze, watching, wondering, hoping for the best but preparing 
or the worst. 

I look for a smile or a wave or even just a glance in my direction. 


No smile. 
No wave. 
No glance. 


Her smiles fill my heart with joy, and the way she looks at me, the way she talks to me, who could want 
more. But as quickly as she filled my heart with joy, she drained it and replaced it with sadness as her car starts 
to pull away from our home. There’s a sudden urge in me that tells me to chase after her but for fear of leaving I 
decide to stay. I watch the empty driveway and the quiet neighborhood a little longer, just in case. 

| This girl, this princess, is my everything and more. Trying to piece together a plausible reason for this 


sudden act of abandonment is heart breaking. There is nothing she won’t do for me, she loves me with all her 
heart...at least I thought she did. 


I am her baby she always tells me. 


When she talks to me with such praise and love, all I feel is happy. 

I turn from the window and hang my head, trying to hold back tears and fearing for the worst. I think 
what could I have done, things were going so well. I go to our bedroom and lay in my bed. I lay in silence 
while my mind races...what if..what if...what if... Not knowing what to do or what to think, I fall asleep and 
dream. 
| I dream of better times with her. The walks we took together on the beach. She would hold me in her 
arms as I felt the softness and warmth of her body. All there is, is perfect; her perfect, life perfect. 

I wake up with a start to realize my dreams were just dreams and my Perfect was still gone... 


Then a sudeen sound makes my jump out of fear, but only at first. Fear turns into joy as the sound, the 
garage door, becomes ever so evident. I race towards the door and as soon as it comes into sight there is my 
love standing there. She smiles her perfect smile. And I can’t help but leap into her arms to feel the softness 
and warmth of her body from my dreams. She holds me with love and care and once again my heart is filled 
with joy. 
| “T was only gone for a second,” she tells me, but it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that she is here now 
to stay with me. She looks at me still smiling and all I can think is she ’s home, really home. 

“Forgot my cell phone!” And she shakes it like a toy. 
| My love bends down to look at me and says something in that tone of voice I don’t understand but it 
makes me happy and I’ve lost all control of my_tail. She pets me on the head and throws my round green ball 
across the kitchen. Then she walks out the door still smiling her smile. At first I run after the ball but then I 
change directions and bolt toward the front window (the fog still fading). Once the want and curiousity of the 
delecious green ball subsides, I begin to realize what is truly happening. 


THE GIRL THAT I LOVE, the only girl in my life is pulling out of the driveway. I am oblivous to 
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Dreams Fly 
Christine Chapman 


My dreams fly 

On wings of silver, 
Beyond the light, 
Beyond the dark. 

* 

My dreams fly 

On wings of steel, 
Beyond the hurt, 
Beyond the joy. 

* 

My dreams fly 

On wings of gold, 
Beyond the righteous, 
Beyond the sins. 

* 

My dreams fly 

On wings of emotion, 
Soaring strong, 
Soaring fierce. 

* 

My dreams fly 

On wings of thoughts, 
Soaring open, 
Soaring fast. 

* 

My dreams 

On the wings of who I am, 
Soaring bright, 
Soaring beautiful. 

* 

Soar, my dreams, 
Beyond the world 
That binds me. 


Soar forever away. 
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Marvel Comics 
Melissa Gillespie 


Lamp Lust 
Mariah Hutcherson 


Sharp Stars 
Rochelle Martin 


The girl wraps shivering arms around herself, 
Her skin scraped raw by a coarse dress, 

Thread bare cap covers frayed hair. 

Mama? Papa? 

Have fled, leaving behind a puddle of 

Blood still stains her 

Fingers grip a scrap of bread 

Close to her gaunt chest 

Between the crevices of her ribs. 

Her head throbs with each crack 

Of thin ice giving way to frigid puddles. 

Eyes crawl on her skin. 

Shadows, skeletons press around her, and claws 
Snatch the bread, the cap, 

Tears the cloth and hair in a frenzy, 

Jagged nails rip her parchment skin, 

Leave her there, curled naked. 

She flees the streets and the living 

Corpses gorge on her bread. 

The dark forest welcomes her. 

She sinks to the ground, teeth chattering as 
Gentle leaves, softer than a mother’s touch 

Lull her, and she sleeps, cradled by gnarled roots. 
Sharp stars fall around her, 

Glinting like coins. 7] 


the silence 
Ashley Fender 


can you hear the silence? 
its words, they leave me raw 
they suffocate 
suppressing all the flaws 
do you hear the screeches? 
I die for you to hear 
don’t stand there 
don’t let it bear all your fears 


please 


don’t whisper apologies 
second chances are unasked 
I don’t deserve syllables 
streaming, as mine remain masked 
hands are needed; 
times of need 
take yours in mine 
silently, I'll take the time to plead 


your faith 


asking the unanswerable 
unanswered questions behind 
see beyond the little thrills 
to find truth between the lines 
do you not see? 
you’re well accustomed, just as well 
worlds beyond belong to ones 
not like, those ones, they fell 


I’m screaming 


that may be me, it may be him 
perhaps the unknown 
knowledge only gives us power 
to step before the unsteppable thrown 


it kills rather than cures 
hidden in the silence are my tears 
I only ask to be heard 
among the wordless words 


i} 
Sunrise 
Madison Long 


_ sit here at the edge of the drive watching the sun rise. 
Nothing has ever been so beautiful as this moment right now. 


Rught now, 


Not then... 
Now is calm and silent 
As the world wakes 
And the newly formed ice that surrounds my heart melts 


Then... 
. 


_oud and scary; get me outta here! 

Che ever feeling of wanting to run. 

Suicide. 

[Thoughts rushing; screaming. 

-onfusion in this jumbled up mess. 

Ih my God. I don’t want this hurt in my soul. 


Warm wet tears cascade in streams 
Down. 
Down. 


Down. 


is it over yet? 
Nice warm rays settle themselves 


Quiet calmness sets in; thank God! 
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Just Go 
Melissa Mason 


The bell rings. 

The gun fires. 

The light turns green, and it is time to go. 
You run. You speed, and you cannot stop. 
It’s a roller coaster. 

A sharp turn right. You rush downhill. You curve a line. 
Upside down. Inside out. Right side up. 
Cete 

Right. 

Right. 

Left. 

Down. 

Right. 

Backward. 

Twist and another right. 

There’s a tunnel up ahead. 

Fill your lungs and go. 

You left your stomach three miles back, but who cares? It doesn’t matter. 
Just go. 

There’s no turning back now. Swallow your fears and go. 
Keep going or give up. 

Keep going. 

Keep going. 

Keep going. 

Never stop. 

Go faster. 

Go better. 

Go win. 


IOUDARHsUPUIEN 


Go. 
Go. 
Go. 


You cannot fail. 

Don’t stop. Just go. 

You have nothing to lose. 

Keep going and you won’t get hurt. Keep going and you won’t cry. Keep going and there will be no pain. 
Just keep going. 

Block out the sadness. Blink out the tears. 
Just run. 

Just do it. 

Never stop. 

Go. 

You need this. 

Just do it. 

Just. 

Go. 


24 


ZZL 


To Her Classmates 
Veronica Sipe 


I did come here 

And I did meet people. 

More than I should think I could meet again, 
Though assuredly I have many dars left for that. 
Someday I will not remember what it was like 
To roam about here. 

Someday I will be unwelcome in this place. 


Thankfully, I have seen most of it, 

And should not be so curious as to regret leaving. 
I saw your many minds, and you saw mine. 

Did you learn anything? I did, some. 

You were there, you saw. 

We all bloomed together into ourselves. 


Perhaps we never spoke. Perhaps we disliked each other. 


Either way, there you were, 
There I was, 

And here we go. 
Good-bye. 
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